and RUSTY 




Mystery covered the trail 

to the "Apache Horses"! 





Look at these real Roy Rogers toys for Christmas 



Pardners, everything you see in the 
picture has my name and Double R Bar brand 

stamped on it. So when you make out your 
Christmas list, be sure to tell Santa you 
want real Roy Rogers toys. 





; fun at school and play the real Roy Rogers way I 



Archery sets ■ action toys . bed spreads . belts . billfolds . books ■ boots . chap-vest set 
puzzles . jeans . lanterns ■ lunch kits • jewelry . pajamas ■ paint and crayon coloring s 
Trigger saddle seats ■ slipper sax ■ slacks ■ stuffed toys . suits ■ sweaters ■ slippers ■ 



[loves . guns . guitars . hals . holsters ■ horseshoe sets ■ jackets ■ jigs?-.. 
■ pencil tablets ■ records • robes • raincoats . ranch models . Roy and 
ts . toy stagecoaches, chockwagons, safes, strongboxes • ties ■ watches 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




< ;V ' - • f HEY, KID! I 
*s V"'"" ' V. BUSINESS! 



THOUGH I TOLP YOU TO MINP VOUR OWN 
GO ON, NOW! GET OUT OF THERE! PRONTO! 




UICKLY, RUSTY TELLS ABOUT THE PONIES. . . 




' IT IS AW HORSE ! ANP, LOOK- 
FATHER'S! AND MV BROTHE 


- THERE'S MV 
R'S HORSE, TOO! 
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QUICKLY, RUSTV ! GET MOUNTED ! I WILL 
OPEN THE CORRAL GATE, AND WE WILL 
DRIVE THE HORSES BACK TO THE J" 
V RESERVATION ! 




BUT, CACHITE — SHOULDN'T 
WE TELL THE SHERIFF OR 
SOMEONE 





GO, RINTy! RUN! KEEP THE"") 
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At SUNDOWN, THEY REACH W SCATTER THEM, RINTY ! LET THEM BROWSE 
THE RESERVATION... | IN THEIR OWN PASTURES AGAIN ! 




ANP NOW, RUSTY, LET US 00 REPORT 
, WHAT WE HAVE PONE TO My UNCLE 
OTAV — THE CHIEF 




But otay is strangely angered by 
their story.. 




BUT VOU CAN'T! PON'T T BUT THEY4«g, 
YOU UNPERSTANP? THOSE J UNCLE! I'M 
ARE NOT OUR HORSES ! X. CERTAIN OF IT 




GET OUT — GO AWAY! I SAIP THEY ARE NOT 
OUR HORSES! I WILL RETURN THEM TO 

THEIR RIGHTFUL OWNER , 

MYSELF, IN THE MORNING! 




GEE, CACHITE, TOUR 
UNCLE SURE FLEW 
OFF THE HANDLE, 
PIDN'T HE ? j 


\/ I DON'T UNDERSTAND 
/ HIM.RUSTV! THOSE 
A ARC OUR HORSES- 

'V I KNOW it J 1 






Ql' 


%0Q 




~^~^ 


lp> 


nT 




1&' U jc? 


T i\ 


u 


Wmfr 


0^'iM'mL 


t<M 


ti#& 


s^sfl 



Later that evening, back at the fort. . 

r LIEUTENANT BROWN 
WHERE'S RIP 



YOU JUST MISSED HIM, 
RUSTV! HE WENT INTO 
TOWN TO SEE JED 
BAKER! i x 





i COME ON, 
V I'M THIN 



RINTV — HURRY! IF WHAT 

KING IS TRUE, WE'RE IN A 

LOT OF TROUBLE ! 




JED BAKER? THAT'S 
WHAT WE CAME TO 
SEE YOU ABOUT i 





f NO! HE DIDN'T 00 IT, RIP! IT WAS 
[ RINTV AND CACHITE AND M£! 





ALL RIGHT, THEN ! IN THE MORNING WE'LL ROUND 
UP THE STOLEN STOCK AND TAKE IT BACK TO 
TOWNJ IN THE MEANTIME, I DON'T WANT 
ANYONE TO LEAVE THIS CAMP! 




Hext morning, wh/lb 

THE SOlO/EffS /POl/NP 
UP TUB MOSSES . . . 




II 



'evebal houps wrap, whs n the hoeses 

HAVE BEEN REWENEP. 



RUSTy! THERE'S SOMETHING ABOUT N 
THIS THAT I DON'T UNDERSTAND! IF 
OTAV HAD TO GET RID OF SOME OF HIS 
HORSES, WHY DID HE. SELL THEM TO 
A WO GOOD CROOK LIKE BAKER? 



WELL, YOU CAN BE SURE OF ONE THING- \ 
WHATEVER FWCE HE SOT FOR THEM, OTAy ) 
WAS ROBBED ! THAT JED BAKER WOULD I 
CHEAT HIS OWN GRANDMOTHER! J 




BUT AS THEY CROSS OVER ON TO RESERVATION 
LAND, RINTY STOPS AND 8R/STLES... 




THERE WEREN'T ANV \ f^ 
BRANPS ON ANV OF COME ON ! WE'VE 

THOSE HORSES ! THEV fXSOT TO SEE OTAV 
MUST BE STEALING/ >— , NOW! 
THEM ' 




Paul bunyan, jr. and his partner, the mountain man, 
paiute smith, are heading west to trap beaver, 
threedays out of st joseph, thev camp on the bank 
of the arkansas river, opposite a wooded island. 

an experienced woodsman, but not a plainsman, paul , 
speaks of a worry on his mind - -. 




I SAW A LOT OF INDIAN SK3N TODAY, AMD WERE 
SENDING UPATALLSMOKE. SHOULDN'T WE BE 
ON THE WATCH FOR HOSTILE INDIANS?" 

"TAINT NECESSARY," PAIUTE REPLIES, "ONLY 
INJUNS HEREABOUTS IS THE KANSAS TRIBE... 



TAMEAN'HARMLESS. WHEN WE SET INTO PAWNEE 
COUNTRY, THEN WELL MOVE LIKE FOXES! VOU KIN 
ALWAYS TELL A PAWNEE, HE WEARS A ROACHEO. 
STAND-UP SCALP LOCK. HE'S SMART ANP 
DANGEROUS.' 




jOLLEP IN HIS BUFFALO ROBE AT DUSK, PAUL INSTANTLY 
DROPS OFF TO SLEEP. MUCH LATER , HE COMES WIDE AWAKE, 
ALERTEP BY THE WARNING SNORT OF HIS INDIAN PONV, WARRIOR. 



Simmer down, boy.'" themountainman 

grunts, "there's injuns around, all 

right, an' they'd snatch our horses if 

they could but that kansastribe 

won'tcome into camp- they got too 

much respect for a buffalo sun '. " 




-Suddenly, jerked from sleep, paul finds himself fighting- fob his life , in the midst of 
pounding hoofs and screamihg indian attackers.. . all with roachep scalp cocks .' 
he barely hears paiute's hoarse shout. ."pawnees/ don't waste time.' sit tothe river 

AN' SWIM FOR THE ISLAND.' IT'S OUR ONLV CHANCE I ' 




&N THE UPROAR, PAUL BREAKS FREE AND SPRINTS 
TOTHERIVER. HE MUST SET TO THE ISLAND... AND HE 
MUST HAVE DRY POWDER WHEN HE SETS THERE > 

THERE 1SATRICK, LEARWED FROM THE CREES 
IN THE NORTH WOODS.- 



.TRIPPING OFF HIS HUNTING SHIRT, HE WRAPS 
IT AROUND HIS POWDER HORN, CAP BOX, AMD THE 
LOCK OF HIS RIFLE TYING THE BUNDLE WITH A 
TURN OF THE THONG ON THE POWDER HORN. 
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SALANCINGTHE BUNDLE ON HIS HEAD, HE 
SLIDES INTO THE RIVER , WADIN6 UNT IL THE 
WATER IS NECK DEEP. 



ifHENpNOT SWIMMING, BUT TREADING WATER, AND 
PADDLING WITH HIS FREE HAND, PAUL "WALKS" 
ACROSS TO THE ISLAND. THE BUNDLE ON HIS 
HEAD IS SPLASHED, BUT THE POWDER HORN 
INSIDE REMAIN5 DRV. 




DAWN STREAKS THE SKY. PAUL CRAWLS OUT SOAKED, WE CAM'T NEITHER RUN FER IT NOR 

ONTO THE ISLAND, TO FIND PAlUTE ALREADY THERE. PUTUPA FIGHT. THEM PAWNEESU BE ON US LIKE 

GLOOMILY, THE MOUNTAIN MAN SAYS. "WELL.SON, WOLVES, COME DAYLIGHT.' CAM'T FIGSER 

LOOKS LIKE WE'RE GOIN ' UNDER .' HOSSES GONE. POWDER WHAT PAWNEES ARE DOIN' SO FAR-EAST.' " 




Paul holds out his powder horn, 
"this is bone dry.' ram some into 
that cannon of yours '" 



I'll ask how you did it, later," the old wan 

breathes. "now, just leave me dry my rifle, an* 

clamp in a new flint.' we can't win, '6a1nst so many, 

but we'll count a few coups 'fore we so under .' " 



Ac, 



ICROSS THE RIVER, 
THE NOISE OF INDIANS 
SQUABBLING OVER LOOT 
SUPDEWLY STILLS, ASA 
TALL FIGURE CALLS 
FROM THE BANK.~ 

"KIO, DON'T SET 
IMPATIENT.' VOU, NEITHER, 
PAIUTE.' WEIL BE OVER 
DIRECTLY.' I FOLLOWED 
YOO FROM SAINT JO.' 
HOW YA LIKE MY FAKE 
PAWNEES? I DRESSED 
SOME OF MY KANSAS 
FRIENDS LIKE PAWNEES 
AN" ROACHED THEIR 
MAMES.-.KNEW 
THEY'D PANIC YA? ' 






Paul ! IT'S SNAKE CARLSON.' THE LOUD MOUTH YOU 
BEAT INTHE RIFLE MATCH AN' WON THE HORSE FROM? HE 
DONT HOLD NO LOVE FOR AAE, NEITHER! I RUN HIM OUT 
OFATRAPPER'S RENDEZVOUS, LAST YEAR.'" 



ARLSON BAWLS, I KNOW YOU'RE HOLED 
UPOVERTHERE.' I WANT THAT HAWKEN 
RIFLE OF THE KID'S, AN" I'LL EVEN UP THAT 
OLD SCORE WITH YOU, PAIUTE! THIS 
IS SONNA BE A WIPE OUT.'" 




And it'll be easy, too.' i bet yducould a 

POUR WATER OUT OF YOUR POWDER H0RN5 LIKE *WlFTLV r PAUL COCKS THE HAMMER OF THE HAWKEN, 

TEA FROM A TEAPOT' WHAT WOULD VOL) GIVE LINES UP THESIGHTS, AND, AT A FEATHER TOUCH ON 

FOR SOME OF THIS, RIGHT NOW?" THE HAIR-TRIGGER, THE HEAVY RIFLE FIRES/ 




BHE PERFECT SHOT BLASTS CARLSON'S 
POWDER HORN INTO FRAGMENTS.' 



In THE DEAD SILENCE THAT FOLLOWS THE ROAROF 
HIS RIFLE, PAUL CALLS, 'PRETTY GOOD FOR WET 
POWDER, HEY, SNAKE ? PAIUTE'S LINED UP ON 
YOUR BELT BUCKLE ' VOU MOVE AN INCH, AND 
YOU'RE A GONER/" 




©ARLSON STANDS RIGID- THE STARTLED KANSAS INDIANS MOUNT AND RUN, EMPTY-HANDED. PAKJTE 
YELLS, "SNAKE, YOUTELLTHEM BUCKS TOKEEPTRAVELIW*.' AW HOUR FROM NOW, YOUKINSTART 
FOOTtW' IT BACK TO SAINT JO.' WITHOUT WO HORSE NOR POWDER, AN' WITH A PASSELOFMAD 
KANSAS BUCKS LOOKI N ' FOR YOU\ YOU'LL BE TOO BUSY TO MAKE ANY MORE TROUBLE / 



WJTCHYANDTHE 
LOST DUTCHRM 

. i 1.1-0 co _——■''* — 




"Come quick. Dad," called young Ken Smith, 
"there's a man staggering into town!" 

"Why, it's Dutchy. the old prospector! 
Wonder where his mule is?" replied Sheriff 
Smith. "Looks like he's hurt. Better run get 
that new doctor, Ken. Hurry!" 

Racing into the hotel with pounding pulse, 
Ken roused the doctor. 

"Gee!" Ken exclaimed, as they hurried into 
the street, "this is exciting! I've been away at 
boarding school for two years and just got 
home yesterday. I was afraid Mesquite would 
be a dull place." 

Ken stared in amazement at the fallen form 
of the grizzled old prospector. A bullet had 
torn through Ihe frayed denim of Dulchy's 
left trouser leg near the hip. 

"Get his feet. Sheriff," instructed the young 
doctor. "Ken and I will hold his shoulders 
while we move him into the office." 

"Water! Water!" Dutchy croaked. 

Quickly, Ken brought a bucket of fresh 
water from the well. After sipping a small 
glass of it, Dutchy tried to get up from the 
couch. Clutching his left leg, he fell back 
with an exhausted sigh. 

"Let me look at that leg." the doctor of- 
fered. "Tell us how this happened!" 

"It's not how it happened," Dutchy groaned, 
pushing the doctor's hand away, "it's what 
happened! My leg can wait. Doc. I gotta tell 
my story first!" 

The young doctor reached out to attend 
Dutchy's wound, but was stopped by Sheriff 
Smith. "Let him talk," he said with concern. 
"He must have something important to say." 

"Right as gold!" Dutchy retorted. "You 
know how somebody's always trying to 
trail me when I go back in the hills, Sheriff!" 

"Yes, I do, Dutchy," replied the sheriff. 

"Well, it happened again! Folks think my 
late uncle told me the location of the LOST 
DUTCHMAN MINE before he died, so they 
trail me, thinkin' that I'll find it one day. 

"Two city fellers followed me into the 



mountains; jumped me, threatening to shoot 
me if I didn't tell them the general location 
of the mine. Claimed they had a gadget that 
buzzes when gold ore is nearby." 

"So, what'd you do?" Ken asked excitedly. 

"I led them to the area I've been workin' 
over just lately — dry and hot, too. They ran 
off my mule and tied me up, while they tried 
that gadget of theirs. 

"They drank all of their water and most of 
mine the first day. Next day all the water was 
gone. We stayed on! By the fourth day. 
they were so dry they turned me loose and 
ordered me to find water. Figgered if I held 
out another day, I could take over, 'cause 
nobody can go more than five days without 
a drink," Dutchy went on. 

"Well, I held out, but they were pretty dry 
— too weak to put up a fuss when I told 'em 
I'd give them water in exchange for the 
gadget and their guns. When I brought the 
water, one feller pulled a hidden gun and 
opened fire, yelling, 'So you found water!' 
One shot hit me in the thigh, the others—" 

Before Dutchy could finish, the doctor in- 
terrupted, pushing up Dutchy's trouser leg. 
Ken's eyes widened in wonder; the doctor 
burst into laughter. 

"A wooden leg!" cried Ken. 

"Yep," Dutchy grinned, "and hollow to 
boot! Got two tanks in it, though, thigh tank 
and calf tank, rubber lined!" 

Sheriff Smith smiled at Dutchy, "And where 
did you leave the men, Old-Timer?" 

Ignoring the sheriff's question, Dutchy con- 
tinued. "The slug punctured the thigh lank, 
which I'd emptied to give 'em a drink. The 
other shots missed, so I took a chance and 
whacked them a couple of times and left 
them tied up. Had just enough water left in 
the calf tank to get me back here to fetch you. 
Sheriff! Where did I leave 'em? Why, I left 
'em tide up on the spot where this gadget 
started chattering like mad! Looks like the 
LOST DUTCHMAN is found!" 




, 4WWW, SAEGE-- "\ 

I AREN'T YOU GOING TO \ 

GIVE US EVEN A TASTE?/ 

WE'RE AWFUL 

THIRSTY .' 




NO'. I SAW YOU GUYS 
HORSING AROUND THE 
WELL LESS THAN FIVE 
MINUTES AGO! YOU'VE 
ALREADY WASTED MORE 
THAN HALF THE MORNING t ' 
BY CHASING 6ACKANP 
FORTH AFTER WATER. 1 




/ LET THAT K A LESSON TO YOU! YOU ^ 
( CAN PRINK WHEN THE TRENCH IS 1 
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ANP AS FOR YOU, RINTYj. 
IF EITHER OF THESE , 

GOtDBRIOKS ASKS 
YOU FOR WATER 
AGAIN, YOU BRlH&t 

r»£ Bucxerrot 

ME, UNDERSTAND? J 




\H HOUK LATER.. 




ffHABA' WHATSTOE 

/VCANINGOF 





( WATER! Jj 
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A PLEDGE 



TO PARENTS 



The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean aatt wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contains only good 
fun. "dell comics are cooo comics" 
is our only credo and constant goal. 
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OELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS " 




Because Daisy air riffes are 
sometimes confused with other 
type air rifles, we want you, Dad, 
to know these helpful facts: 

I The Daisy is NOT a high- 
powered pneumatic, gas, pellet or 
compressed air gun. It cannot be 
pumped-up to increase power! 

Mt Daisy is a spring-action, 
short range, low "factory limited" 
power air rifle — safest of its kind 
for training boys and girls aged 
seven through fourteen! 

w Daisy is now used in the 15- 
foot junior marksmanship train- 
ing programs of the nra, nea, 
Bsa, schools, camps and clubs 
because of its safer spring-action, 
safer short range, safer low power. 



Your junior wants a Daisy right 
now or for Christmas — an impor- 
tant decision for you! Why not 
get all the facts about the many 
supervised shooting programs 
now available to your junior 
with his Daisy — buy that Daisy 
now! And send coupon today! 



DAD! read this 



..DECIDE YES" ON THAT 
DAISY AIR RIFLE! 



NOW APPROVED FOR: 





BR CLUB SHOOTING 

Spring-type air rifles Approved (or the 
Junior BB Gun Club programs sponsored 
by V.F.W., Lions, other adult dubs. 



NRA AWARD SHOOTING 

Spring-type air rifles Approved for the 
National Rifle Association Junior' Train- 
ing Program; medals may be won. 




NEA SCHOOL INSTRUCTION 

Spring-type air rifles Approved for the 
new NEA School Instruction Program and 
"Father and Son" field training fun. 




REMEMBER? 

Dad's greatest thrill 
. . . giving his son 
that "first gun!" 



FREE LITERATURE 



HOME SHOOTING 

Spring-type air rifles 
best and safest for 
"home shooting" to 
win NRA 
Medals! 




SUMMER CAMP RIFLERY 

Spring-type air rifles gsed in hundreds of 
camps teaching Junior Spring-Type Air 
Riflery; many awards may be won. 




MERIT BADGE SHOOTING 

Spring-type air rifles Approved for use in 
the Marksmanship Merit Badge pro- 
gram of the Boy Scouts of America. 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY I nAHf,, , nkmii *n*Mnil« • umn 

s.Mv Troi n i nfl D.p,. p.*397 UAU I Here's PISTOL SHOOTIN' Fun For YOU ! 



PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U. S. A. 
I enclcie 1 Ot to h«lp covar poitog* 
Send Gun Book, Club Irochuia, Cat. 
My O H>n or ;. ! daughter a iked mi 
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. a Man Q Womon. 
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rugged. 1014". Adjustable 
peep-arid -open rear sight. 
Willi ^targets, 2 tubes BBs. 
No Canadian orders accept ed. 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

Safety Training Oapt.P-6397 — PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U.S.A. 
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how YOU can help get 



See Daiiy ad at left? After supper tonight, hand this maga- 
zine to your Dod and ask him to read that ad specially 
vfritfn for him and Mom! 






THE VEST 
ON ANY BIKE.. 9 * ' ' 





full of pictures of your fa- 
vorite movie and TV stars 
Be the first to have a copy 



Arnold, Schwinn & Company 
1720 North Kildare Avenue 
Chicago 39, Illinois 
Please rush my copy of the ne- 
and TV star book immediately. 



This Christmas ride Schwinn 
. the best brand on any 
bike . . . the best bike on 
any block! 

RIDE THE NEW... All NEW 
SCHWINN 
MARH II 

JAGUAR 



• 3-speed 
Sturmey-Archer Gears! 

• Hand Brakes, 
Front & Rear! 

• Tank with 
Built-in Horn! 

• Powerful Beam 
Headlamp! 



• Automatic Stoplight! 




and Santa says . . . 
SCHWINN PRICES 
START AS LOW AS 
$41.95 
EASY TERMS 



AMERICAN-MADE 

SCHWINN BIKES 

ARE BEST! 




